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The President greeted us very smilingly but without an
interpreter. He led us upstairs and I understood he was ex-
pecting someone. No one came, however, and for three-quarters
of an hour he kept restlessly and expectantly rushing from the
room and returning with apologies. Dick plied me with
questions as to the President's lost arm, and what was war ?
Was it a thing that we had always with us and would he go
to it when he grew up ?
Alvaro and Alvada, the two children of Obregon, aged
two and four respectively, were then ushered into the room.
Dick and the boy eyed each other solemnly, and as soon as the
President had once more left the room they began to turn
somersaults. Alvaro put the damask sofa cushions on the
parquet floor, and when the President returned he found the
children standing on their heads.
In the end Pani, the Minister for Foreign Affairs, appeared.
He had come for business, but had to abandon his mission
to become interpreter. We were taken downstairs and put
into a car and driven across the courtyard in the pouring rain
to another door. This was the " Cottage " where Obregon
preferred to live. A crazy spiral stair led down to the
living apartments, where we were received by Madame
Obregon, a simple, young, pretty Mexican woman, grown
prematurely fat. The room was small with a table in the
middle, like a dentist's waiting-room. Chairs surrounded
the table, and on the floor between each chair were large brass
spittoons. Dick dropped his cake into one and roared with
laughter.
After a dreary tea we went away. The President had been
amiable but dull, and even the best journalist in the world would
have found it hard to make something out of nothing. I had
failed again!
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There were others in Mexico besides Obregon, of lesser
position but greater personality. One of these was Adolpho
de la Huerta, the Minister of Finance, .between whom and the
President no love was lost. We became great friends and I have

